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1  HEARD  a  bird  in  Kenna's  vale 
At  twilight  as  I  sat  alone. 
And  oh,  the  rapture  of  its  tale, 
And  oh,  the  passion  of  its  tone ! 

Listing  its  clear,  love-burdened  voice 

That  thrilled  the  perfumed  gloaming  through, 

It  seemed  to  me  I  had  no  choice. 

But  needs  must  breathe  my  rapture  too. 
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II 


WHEN  all  the  sands  of  night  are  run, 
And  dim  the  stars  by  slow  degrees, 
When  over  Tabor  mounts  the  sun, 
And  gilds  with  gold  my  olive  trees, — 

When  skimming  swallows  dart  and  wheel 

Athwart  the  azure  Syrian  air, 
Somehow  at  heart  I  do  not  feel 

'Tis  morning  if  she  be  not  there ! 


Ill 


SALAHEDDIN  had  his  spears ; 
Gone  these  nigh  a  thousand  years ! 
Salaheddin  had  his  towers; 
How  the  tooth  of  Time  devours ! 
Salaheddin  had  his  loves ; 
Less  now  than  the  wind  that  roves ! 
My  love  still  is  fair  to  see ; — 
Who  would  Salaheddin  be  ? 


IV 


IT  was  the  Queen  Zenobla, 
And  she  had  lovers  fain  and  fond; 
They  came  from  many  a  land  of  fame 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Trebizond. 

Far  humbler  I  than  prince  or  king, 
Or  emperor  or  potent  shah, 

Yet  is  my  love  clear  heights  above 
Theirs  for  the  Queen  Zenobia! 


1  WANDERED  through  the  Great  Bazaar 
'Mid  scent  of  nard  and  musk  ; 
No  day-beam  glowed  anear  or  far 
In  all  the  purple  dusk. 

Then  through  her  veil  her  dark  eyes  gleamed,- 

This  loveliest  of  maids, — 
And  lo,  like  noon  the  twilight  seemed 

In  Zebidani's  glades ! 


A 


VI 


T  Banias,  on  a  bending  bough, 
There  is  a  ripe  pomegranate  now. 


I  mark  it  in  the  waning  sun 
Down-slanting  over  Lebanon. 

1  know  the  draught  that  I  might  drain, 
And  yet  of  it  I  am  not  fain, 

But  rather,  so  my  heart  avers, 

Of  those  pomegranate  lips  of  hers ! 


lO 


VII 


As  though  it  rose  stair  after  stair 
O'er  those  that  grope  and  gaze  below, 
Great  Hermon  climbs  the  crystal  air 
Resplendent  with  its  crown  of  snow. 

Scaling  the  burning  vault  of  light 

It  seems  to  touch  infinity; 
And  yet  I  deem  not  Hermon's  height 

As  near  to  Allah  is  as  she ! 


II 


VIII 


WHEN  the  Bagdad  caravan 
Enters  by  the  Gates  of  God, 
And  the  rumour  runs  abroad 
As  of  yore  the  rumour  ran, — 
Shawls  and  silks  from  Ispahan, 
Rugs  with  bloom  like  Aaron's  rod,- 
Then  I  seek  the  long  bazaar 
Where  these  precious  trophies  are, 
Bear  some  gauzy  scarf  away, 
Shot  with  silver  threads  and  gold, 
Just  to  hear  what  she  will  say 
When  I  clasp  her  in  its  fold. 
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IX 


ONCE,  at  the  tide  of  Ramadan, 
Afar  I  rode  to  Kandahar, 
And  every  night,  to  my  delight, 
I  seemed  companioned  by  a  star. 

And  lo,  my  loneliness  was  naught. 
Though  desert  sands  were  as  a  sea. 

And  all  because  I  felt  it  was 

Her  spirit  that  companioned  me ! 
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ATTARING  the  evening  air, 
Sweetening  the  morning  glow, 
Can  there  be  a  flower  more  fair 
Than  the  rose  of  Jericho  ? 

Blossom  fit  for  king  to  wear, — 
He  himself  would  swear  it  so, — 

Yes,  I've  found  a  flower  more  fair 
Than  the  rose  of  Jericho  1 


XI 


SAFE-GUIDED  by  the  pharos  fire, 
No  deep  barque  now  puts  in  to  Tyre. 

Laden  with  store  of  precious  bales, 
No  trireme  swift  for  Sidon  sails. 

In  Tarsus-town  no  crowded  quays 
Tempt  the  rich  traders  from  the  seas. 

But  with  my  hopes  for  treasure-trove 
My  heart  makes  toward  the  Port  of  Love ! 
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XII 


A  WONDROUS  book  Is  El  Koran, 
A  book  the  loving  Faithful  prize ; 
Its  treasured  pages  show  to  man 
An  open  path  to  paradise. 

1  con  the  words  of  El  Koran, 
Yet  when  I  look  within  her  eyes 

Somehow  I  deem  that  I  can  scan 
A  nearer  path  to  paradise ! 


i6 


XIII 


G  I  LEAD  lies  a  lonely  waste, 
Scarce  a  wraith  of  splendour  traced ; 
Gone  the  glory  that  it  had ; 
Where  's  the  balm  of  Gilead  ? 

Where  her  jasmined  lattice  opes 
Toward  the  morning-gilded  slopes, 
There  's  a  sight  to  make  one  glad, — 
There  's  the  balm  of  Gilead ! 
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XIV 


T  KNOW  the  wells  of  Kerf  Hawar; 
1        I  know  the  founts  of  Banias, 
And  how,  beneath  the  vesper  star, 
The  maidens  pause,  the  maidens  pass. 

And  many  there  are  wondrous  fair, 

And  many  there  are  wondrous  sweet  ;- 

But  oh,  the  shadows  of  her  hair! 
And  oh,  the  music  of  her  feet  1 


XV 


THERE  was  a  stone  in  Jerash 
Whereon  one  might  behold 
Love  is  a  lord  immortal 

Writ  clear  in  burnished  gold. 

Had  you  the  seer's  vision, 
Had  you  the  sage's  art, 

Love  is  a  lord  immortal 

You  might  read  on  my  heart. 
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XVI 


CRESCENT  moon  in  the  sky, 
Little  more  than  a  wraith, 
You,  to  a  Syrian's  eye, 
Seem  as  the  sign  of  faith. 

Full  round  moon  in  the  sky. 

Hung  at  poise  above. 
You,  to  a  lover's  eye. 

Seem  as  the  sign  of  love ! 
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A 


XVII 


T  Ramleh,  in  the  market-place, 
I  met  with  Hatred  face  to  face. 


I  raised  my  hand  to  smite  him  stark 
To  Eblis  in  the  outer  dark, 

But  Love's  eyes,  in  reproachful  flame, 
Between  me  and  grim  Hatred  came. 

And  lo,  his  face  was  as  the  night 
Lit  sudden  with  the  dawning  light ! 
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XVIIl 


A  WINDING  line  the  camels  go 
Into  the  desert  vast  and  dim; 
And  some,  they  carry  silken  wear, 

And  some,  they  carry  bales  of  spice, 
Where  Haroun's  minarets  in  air 

Shimmer  and  swim  like  towers  of  ice. 

My  fancy  with  the  camels  goes 

Into  the  vague,  the  wide  unknown. 
My  errant  fancy  strays  and  strays 

Down  many  a  distant  pilgrim  track, 
Yet  ever  from  adventurous  ways 

It  to  my  love  comes  homing  back ! 
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XIX 


ONE  played  on  the  zither  at  droop  of  the  day, 
As  up  through  the  olives  I  wended  my  way. 
And  sang — ah,  the  sway  and  the  swoon  of  the  tune ! — 
"  The  night  is  the  bridegroom ;  the  bride  is  the  moon! " 

I  carried  the  strain  to  her  casement,  and  she 
Looked  down  from  her  lattice  and  smiled  upon  me, 
And  sang — ah,  the  catch  and  the  croon  of  the  tune  ! — 
"  The  night  is  the  bridegroom ;  the  bride  is  the  moon!  " 
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XX 


WHERE  the  jackals  mount  as  guard 
Nineveh  is  but  a  shard. 

Only  lizards  glide  or  run 
Through  the  streets  of  Babylon. 

Time  has  gulfed  in  his  abyss 
Susa  and  Persepolis. 

They  are  fallen,  faded  things, 
Like  the  prowess  of  their  kings  ; 

Empty  names,  and  that  is  all ! — 
Love,  see  how  the  rose  leaves  fall ! 
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XXI 


JN  the  vale  of  Hanina  how  sweet  is  the  shade ; 
Carob  leaves  flutter  and  glisten ; 
In  the  vale  of  Hanina  are  melodies  made; 
Listen,  O  heart  of  me,  listen ! 

In  the  vale  of  Hanina  (how  grassy  its  floor!) 
Brook  song  and  bulbul  song  marry ; 

In  the  vale  of  Hanina  by  one  open  door 
Tarry,  O  heart  of  me,  tarry ! 
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XXII 


I  HAVE  stood  on  Jebel  Sannin  looking  toward  the 
tideless  sea, 
I   have   marched    to  Kerak    Moab  from   the  glades   of 

Galilee ; 
I  have  trod  the  gorge  of  Petra  where  the  ancient  wonders 
be. 

I  have  rested  by  the  waters  rilling  clear  from  Ras-el- 

Ain; 
I   have  lingered  where  the  sunrise  swept  the  width  of 

Amir's  plain ; 
I  have  seen  o'er  Merom's  marshes  ride  the  white  wraith 

of  the  rain. 

I  have  watched  the  pink  flamingoes  where  old  Nilus' 

torrents  pour ; 
But  give  me,  at  shut  of  twilight,  when  all  wanderings 

are  o'er 
And  the  vesper  star  is  lighted,  just  her  fair  face  at  the 

door! 
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XXIII 


A  RAPT  muezzin  is  my  heart; 
At  morn,  at  noon,  at  eve  of  day, 
It  bids  me  play  a  prayerful  part. 
And,  eager,  I  obey. 

Unto  my  love  I  lift  my  face. 
Unto  my  love  I  bow  my  knee ; 

My  Mecca  is  that  sacred  place 
Wherein  my  love  may  be ! 
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A 


XXIV 


LL  the  wonder  Nebo's  summit  shows, 
All  the  flawless  crown  of  Hermon's  snows, 


All  the  vernal  bloom  by  Gennesar, 

All  the  bubbling  springs  of  Kerf  Hawar, 

All  of  Omar's  mosque,  its  glow  and  grace, 
What  are  they  if  I  may  see  her  face ! 
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XXV 


WHEN  Allah,  on  her  natal  day, 
Breathed  on  the  clay  that  is  her  form. 
He  wrought,  in  some  mysterious  way, 
A  creature  both  of  sun  and  storm. 

I  can  but  marvel  if  he  knew, 

Watching  the  kindling  spark  suspire, 

That  very  hour  he  thrilled  me  through. 
And  lit  the  torch  of  my  desire ! 
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XXVI 


VlOL-STRlNG  and  dulcimer, 
Nay,  their  music  's  not  for  me ! 
Just  the  liquid  voice  of  her 
Makes  my  melody! 

Plaintive  pleadings  of  the  lute. 

Quiverings  of  the  zither  chord  ; — 

Nay,  her  lips,  though  they  be  mute, 
They  are  my  reward  ! 


JO 


I 


XXVII 


CARE  not  if  the  whole  world  knows 
The  secret  that  I  breathed  the  rose. 


I  care  not  if  the  whole  world  hears 
What  I  confided  to  the  ears 

Of  reeds  that  poise,  in  graceful  wise, 
Where  Jordan  takes  its  crystal  rise. 

Nay,  let  the  wind  from  Taurus  toss 
My  thought  the  utmost  seas  across, — 

I  love,  am  loved.    Life  blooms  and  glows. 
I  care  not  if  the  whole  world  knows ! 


31 


XXVIII 


1SEE  her  grace  in  every  swaying  flower, 
If  it  be  lupin  or  anemone, 
In  the  g^^y  veil  that  is  the  vernal  shower. 
In  the  slim  reeds  that  wave  by  Galilee. 

I  see  her  grace  where  winged  things  flash  and  fly, 
'Mid  fields  of  plenty,  in  some  desert  place; 

Aye,  under  Allah's  stainless  arch  of  sky 
There  is  no  spot  does  not  reveal  her  grace! 
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XXIX 


BREATH  of  nard,  breath  of  musk, 
In  the  dusk ; 
Jasmine  breath,  breath  of  rose  ! — 

Ah,  my  love,  mine  's  the  heart  that  knows ! 

Breath  of  citron  bloom 

In  the  gloom  ; 
Breath  of  orange  and  of  almond  blows  ! — 

That  you  come,  mine  's  the  heart  that  knows  I 
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XXX 


SUN  or  shadow  on  mead  or  mountain, 
Glamour  of  dawn  or  of  evenfall, 
Song  of  bird  or  the  purl  of  fountain, 
I  am  lured  by  them,  each  and  all ! 

Whispered  breath  of  some  old-time  story 
When  the  winds  in  the  cedars  stir; — 

Ah,  but  the  added  gleam  of  glory 
If  1  may  see  and  hear  with  her! 
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XXXI 


AT  the  languid  droop  of  day, 
At  the  shut  of  twilight  cool, 
When  the  shadow  shuttles  began  to  weave, 
I  drank  of  Gideon's  pool. 

Though  deep  the  draught  I  drained, 
With  parched  brow  immersed, 

When  I  bethought  me  of  my  love 
My  soul  was  still  athirst. 
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XXXll 


AGAINST  the  eastern  sky  in  silhouette 
1  marked  the  marble  of  a  minaret, 

And  heard,  far-borne  across  the  noon-day  air, 
A  reverent  muezzin's  call  to  prayer ; 

And  while  I  knelt,  with  Allah  to  confer. 
The  burden  of  my  prayer  was  all  for  her. 
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XXXIII 


UNDER  the  hil]  of  Dan,  by  the  Jordan  spring, 
I  heard  the  leaves  of  a  plane  tree  sing  and  sing, 
And  the  tuneful  songs  they  made. 
As  the  day  began  to  fade, 
Were  dear  to  a  pilgrim,  worn  with  wandering. 

And  these  were  the  words  that  the  little  leaves  all  said. 
Crooning,  crooning  low  in  the  branches  overhead, — 

"  She  waits — she  waits — she  waits 

By  Hashbeya's  open  gates, 
And  she  bids  you  come,  for  the  bridegroom's  feast  is 
spread!  " 
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XXXIV 


SOMETIMES  it  haps  I  needs  must  ride. 
Day  upon  weary  day, 
Across  a  desert  bleak  and  wide, 
A  parched  and  lonely  way. 

And  though  I  see  before  my  feet 
But  sand-heaped,  barren  ground, 

If  I  but  think  of  her  a  sweet 
Oasis  I  have  found. 
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XXXV 


WHEN  I  behold  the  evening  star 
Shimmer  above  lake  Gennesar, 
Then  soon  I  know  another  light 
Will  fling  its  beams  athwart  the  night 
From  where  her  latticed  windows  are. 

Into  the  saddle  swift  I  spring, 
Wishing  I  were  a  bird  on  wing, 

Up  through  the  carob  groves  I  wend, 
And,  at  the  dusky  journey's  end, 
Oh,  what  a  tender  welcoming ! 
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XXXVI 


NEVER  say  the  world  grows  old ! 
Never  say  that  love  grows  cold ! 
Nay,  the  world  's  as  young  to-day 
As  when  first  the  pyramids 
Flushed  beneath  the  dawning  ray; 
And  love  looks  from  lifted  lids 
Warm  as  when  Semerimis 
Trembled  *neath  her  lover's  kiss 
In  the  bowers  of  Nineveh  ! 
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XXXVII 


Y  Gadara  the  Roman  wall 
Totters  and  trembles  to  its  fall ; 


Another  hour  it  may  lie  prone. 
Stone  upon  toppled  lichened  stone. 

Not  so  my  love  that  still  shall  stand 
Till  Allah  bids  Time  stay  his  hand. 


XXXVIII 


MY  olives  waver  in  the  wind 
With  green  and  silver  for  their  wxar; 
Yes,  every  little  dervish  leaf 
Steps  to  a  frolic,  featsome  air. 

My  olives  waver  in  the  wind; 

They  sway  and  beck  and  bow  above ; 
Yet  not  one  little  dervish  leaf 

Is  light  of  foot  as  is  my  love! 


XXXIX 


IN  the  twilight  Abdul  Kedir,  when  the  fevered  day 
was  spent, 
Bared  his  weary  brow  to  Allah  in   the  doorway  of  his 

tent ; — 
"  Not  unto  myself,  O  Master,  be  Thy  balm  of  heart' s- 
ease  sent ! 

"  But  to  one  who  watches  lonely  far  from  paths  where- 
on I  fare, 

Waiting — waiting — waiting — waiting;  Allah,  take  her 
to  Thy  care!  " — 

And  my  soul  cried  out  in  echo  unto  Abdul  Kedir's 
prayer. 
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XL 


WHEN  the  dark  genie  of  Adversity, 
As  grim  as  is  the  night  in  Debban's  caves, 
With  his  disastrous  snares  engirdles  me. 

As  do  Tyre's  ruined  isle  the  western  waves, — 

Then  I  seek  out  her  presence,  and  behold. 
Although  I  know  not  by  what  spell  devised. 

My  gloom  is  riven  by  a  dawn  of  gold. 

And  straightway  the  black  djinn  is  exorcised! 
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XLI 


BAHR  LUT,  sea  of  the  dead, 
With  your  bare  crags  overhead, 
And  your  ashen  shores  where  spring- 
Is  an  ever  banished  thing, 
The  thought  of  her  smile  for  me 
Will  make  you  gleam  and  glow, 
Will  bear  me  back  to  Galilee 
And  a  garden  that  I  know 
Where  the  blue-eyed  lupins  grow ! 
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XLII 


FROM  Hermon's  summit  I  look  down 
On  many  a  kingdom  of  renown, 
On  tower  and  town  and  ancient  mart  ;— 
Rather  would  I  within  her  eyes 
That  dear  domain  survey  where  lies 
The  kingdom  of  my  heart! 
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XLIIl 


1  PAUSED  upon  the  road  to  Tyre 
And  quaffed  a  draught  from  Babuk's  well ; 
The  sun,  a  disc  of  vermeil  fire. 
Sank  in  the  sea,  and  like  a  lyre 
The  south  wind  wove  a  lyric  spell. 

But  all  the  splendour  of  the  sun, 

And  all  the  rapture  of  the  wind. 
Seemed  as  a  golden  web  unspun, 
A  strain  lost  in  oblivion, 

Since  I  had  left  my  love  behind. 
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XLIV 


I  HAVE  plucked  the  cyclamen 
In  the  glade  of  Gadara 
Where  the  shadows  linger  when 
Noon  burns  high  above  the  glen ; 
Ah,  the  graceful  blossoms,  ah. 
All  the  lure  of  Gadara ! 

What  to  me  were  cyclamen 

In  the  glade  of  Gadara, 
Were  she  wandering  with  me  when 
Noon  burned  high  above  the  glen  ! 
Ah,  what  grace  were  with  me  then,- 

Grace  and  bloom  in  Gadara! 
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XLV 


AS  I  go  up,  as  I  go  down, 
From  khan  to  khan,  from  town  to  town, 
I  meet  with  names  of  old  renown. 

I  envy  not  the  mighty  dead ; 
Enough  for  me  if,  o'er  my  head, 
He  was  her  lover! — it  be  said. 
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XLVI 


DEAD  lies  Muwaggar 
For  evermore ; 
No  light  save  the  sun  and  the  star 
Shall  brighten  a  door. 

Thus  would  my  heart  lie 

For  evermore 
If  the  light  should  fade  from  her  eye, 

Her  face  from  the  door ! 
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XLVII 


GENGHIS  KHAN  and  Tamerlaine 
Conquered  many  a  broad  domain; 
Ruled  in  sanguine  mastery; 
Held  rich  emperies  in  fee ; 
What,  forsooth,  are  they  to  me ! 

More  than  all  their  vauntings  wide, 
More  than  all  their  fame  and  pride, 
Just  to  rule  her  heart's  domain ! 
Vain  their  triumphs  seem,  how  vain  ! — 
Genghis  Khan  and  Tamerlaine. 
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